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Summary: When the very worst beings of fan fiction are brought into 
one place, under the command of a single nihilistic entity, fueled by 
a rage to crumble the world of fiction into nothingness, the task of 
salvation falls upon the original characters of six fictional worlds, 
to save the stability of their world of fiction. 6 way crossover, bad 
fanfic crossover. 


1 . The Gathering 
When fiction cracked 
The Gathering 

To think, how something so chaotic and so disastrous as the 
destruction of the world of fiction, could begin in such a simple 
place, truly baffles the mind and soul of any reader, writer and 
speculator alike. It began with a room. A simple, single, solid room. 
Walls numbering 8, forming a large octagon, each wall tall and grey 
in hue, reaching and curvering in towering arcs that ended in a 
solitary spiked point in the epicenter of the roof, forming a dome 
over the shadowy area below. An eternal shroud, foreboding evil and 
events most foul, lingering in such a small, simple, dull room. It 
was in this room that the malevolence manifested, that chaos was 
distilled and forged, that a great tragedy began in, that would 
spread to crack the fabric of the world of fiction itself, splinter 
along it as it would break into weakness and deformity. In this room, 
was where It began to plot. 

This plotting was for the distillation of the chaos It wanted to 
bring, the plan to split the membrane of the fictitious worlds, to 
crush everything it saw, felt and thought of, imagining this world 
burning, deteriorating, melting into obscurity and unrecognizability . 
That was all It wanted, to witness the very end of this world It 
existed in, a fact It cursed every moment of It's life. This dark and 
dingy dungeon, where despair and anguish lingered like fog after 



rain, was where the chaos began. And it began, with the resounding 
cry of a teen in distress. 

"Wat da fack is this?!" came the mispronunciations of the pale 
skinned teen, decked from head to toe in black so dismal it matched 
the room to a T. 

"Aww shit mayn, dis aint cul yo . " came the even worse 
mispronunciations of the dark skinned boy, decked in clothes so 
casual you'd think he was at a party. 

"Wha...whats going on..." came the quiet but understandable whisper 
of the young witch, decked in simple but dark attire. 

The three figures, conjured up from the hellish pit of fiction from 
which they were spawned, observed the room around them, the former of 
the group shouting curses at nothing in particular, the boy mumbling 
some form of racist slang, and the girl just hobbling into a corner 
to be alone. The three had just been plucked from their own 
storylines, no rhyme, no reason, no understanding of even where they 
were, and most importantly, were irritated. Except the little one, 
who just appeared nervous. About five minutes after their arrival. It 
began to speak to them. 

"Welcome, creations of fiction." It began. It's voice was 
indescribable, shifting in tone, in origin, in accent, making it 
impossible to truly understand what it was that spoke to 
them . 

"Fcuking f uk ! Hoo the fuk r yu? ! " screeched the teen girl, looking 
around the room for the voice's owner, her anger making her pale face 
a touch more skin like in tone. 

"You may call me the Orchestrator . " the voice echoed around the room, 
coming from no clear direction. It was as if It was everywhere in 
that room, omnipresent but absent. "And I have summoned you here. 
Ebony, Turtle, Arianna." The three were taken aback as this unknown 
force or creature read their names. How could it know? 

"yo you ain gut ship nuggih ! com dwn ere n faec me!" Turtle said, 
flipping off the air around him, which Ebony promptly joined. 

"What do you want with us?!" Arianna cried out, her adorable eyes 
filling with tears as she shivered. 

"You three have been called here for a purpose. But I will not 
explain this until everyone has arrived. I detest repeating myself." 
the Orchestrator claimed, going silent as Its voice finished bouncing 
around the room. The three re-examined themselves, now knowing this 
thing knew who they were. 

Ebony thought back to what had happened before this. She'd been 
jumping in front of a bullet in such a sexy manner, and now she was 
herea€ 1 

"Is dis hlel?!" she shouted at the roof. "Cuz this scuks ! " She'd been 
expecting something more kickass in hell than this dull, boring room. 
Sure it was dark and depressing, but it needed more pentagrams and 
coffins and posters of Jirard Way. 



"so, who r you nigguhs anywa?" said the dark youth, leaning against 
one of the walls. Ebony looked like she'd popped a gasket as she 
strode over to the boy. 

"You dnot ' know meee?!" she screeched as she stomped over to him like 
she was on the verge of tantrum level rage. "I am Ebony Darkness 
Dementia Raven Way, da gretest goffick witch evr born!" she ground 
her teeth as she shouted at this stupid boy. 

"yeh? mor liek bithc dan witcc, niggun." The boy replied, looking so 
laid back he wouldn't even care if he spontaneously dropped dead. 
Ebony's face was a burning crimson as she drew her wand and pointed 
it at the boy, who in turn drew a gun on her, naturally holding it 
sideways. They both stood there in a standoff, daring the other to 
strike first, as the younger of them just watched scared. 

"Please, just stop!" she cried as her emotions bubbled inside, 
threatening to unleash her powerful but inconvenient abilities. 

It was the appearance of another figure that stopped the two from 
fighting . 

It was a man, a ways older than the three children in the room. His 
face looked rather blank with a beard around his chin, which spread 
up to his upper lip, forming a moustache. He wore a slate grey beanie 
cap over his head, hiding any traces of hair. His outfit was just 
more shades of grey as it went down, except his gloves and jacket 
which were brown and black respectively. On his shoulder, a lambda 
symbol adorned it in bright orange. As he spotted Turtle, he smiled 
unusually wide and pointed at it. 

"Wepon!" he shouted and inexplicably flew over and snatched it right 
out of the boy's hand. 

"u rassist cracka ! " Turtle exclaimed, attempting to clock the man in 
the jaw, but he had already walked off, looking around the room. 

"I need to find my brother and defeat the enemys . " He rambled as he 
walked around the room. 

"nuggih, I ain dun wit u!" Turtle shouted at him, but the man just 
kept walking, like he wasn't even there. 

"John. If you will wait a moment, I will show you him." The voice of 
the Orchestrator resounded. John Ereeman looked up and said 

"Are you combines, from science and outer space?" 

"No John, I am not." He assured, seeming to calm the wandering 
soldier as he stopped still and waited. The other three looked plum 
confused, and an argument between the two teens broke out again, this 
time the argument of the better musician. Ebony was pressing the case 
of Jirard Way, whilst Turtle argued for 50 cent. Whilst distracted, 
another figure spontaneously appeared. This one wasn't even human. He 
was humanoid in appearance, but he also looked like an animal. Yellow 
fur, spiky around his head and back, white gloves on his hands and 
blue and white shoes. There were odd red circles on his cheeks, and 
two pointed ears coming off the top of his head. He stood up, looking 
ready to jump and kick someone in the face. 



"What's going on here?!" he exclaimed, glancing at the figures either 
bickering or attempting to walk through the wall. Arianna sprang on 
him like a tiger, clinging to him. 

"Awww it's so cute!" she grinned as she squeezed the thing tight, 
much to his displeasure, wriggling in her grasp. 

"L-leggo little one!" he insisted, not noticing another figure's 
appearance as Arianna slowly choked him, his eyes bulging in their 
sockets. The poor creature only just managed to wiggle free as 
Arianna frowned. 

"How come you don't like me little guy?" she whimpered, rubbing those 
big, overly cute eyes of hers. 

"You were huggin' me too hard." The yellow creature said, brushing 
himself down. 

"But you're so cute!" she cried out as John Freeman half walked, half 
floated over. 

"This thing is frum science and outer space!" John Freeman announced, 
poking the animal, who grunted in annoyance, not noticing another 
appearance in the dank chamber. This one wore an orange jumpsuit, 
some kind of strange white circular logo on the front, strange boots 
covering her feet, and armed with a strange white gun-like device. 
Like all the other girls in the room, she was beautiful beyond 
belief, but barely stood out in this truly glamorous 
crowd . 

"Wheatly? ! " she screeched as she arrived in unfamiliar territory, 
looking around the room and the various figures now dotting it, from 
the arguing teens to the girl squeezing the furry beast. "Were am i? 
Is dis anodder test Galdos ! " she shouted demandingly at the 
ceiling . 

"It is not a test, Marissa." The Orchestrator spoke up. "Be patient, 
and you shall have your answers." He assured, but Marissa was having 
none of it. 

"Ill blast out of her!" she shouted and her arms crackled with 
electricity as she prepared to fire... but something stopped her. A 
feeling of oppression swept over her as the Orchestrator spoke 
again . 

"I said, be patient." A hint of malice lingering in his indescribable 
voice. Marissa frowned and her body stopped crackling with her 
special powers, but that didn't stop her trying to escape, shooting 
her blue and orange portals all over the room for some form of 
escape. All it did was tick off Ebony when she found herself launched 
onto the floor by a stray portal. 

"Fuk u!" she screamed at the jump suited woman, threateningly waving 
her wand as yet another figure appeared in the dark room, no surprise 
by this point. 

She was dressed to be of royal importance, dress adorned with golden 
triangle symbols like some kind of fashion logo. 


"L-l-link?" she mumbled, putting a hand on her stomach, looking 



around the room. The instant Ebony saw her, she was on her like a 
shot . 


"OMG A FUKIN PREP! GTFO ! " She screeched, must to the woman's 
surprise . 

"Prep? What are you talking about?!" 

"U! U Ik lick suh a fukin prep! Yu sue!" she continued, looking ready 
to gut this woman who dared challenge her fashion sense. Jenna's eyes 
became as wide as saucers. 

"How dare you insult such a royal dress!" she scowled at the gothic 
teen, both pairs of eyes glaring at each other, burning into their 
skulls. You could've smelt the burning, had you been there. Lord help 
you if you were. 

And at last, the worst of the lot appeared, just upon his appearance, 
you could tell he was a bad man, who possibly once ruled an evil 
empire . 

"HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA ! " he cackled upon his appearance, looking 
around the dank room. "WAT THE FUCK IS THIS?! WHERE AM I?!" he 
bellowed as he witnessed the mayhem around him. Of course, being such 
a ruthless and maniacal tyrant, chaos was nothing new to him. 

"Calm yourself Spadang. Now we are all gathered, I can begin." the 
Orchestrator ' s voice echoed around the room. But Spadang was having 
none of it. 

"SHUT THE FUCK UP! IM IN CONTROL HEEERE ! YOU OBEY ME!" he roared at 
the empty room. At his words, the atmosphere seemed to become denser, 
more oppressive, as Spadang noticeably shuddered. 

"I said, I can begin." that sinister feeling crept up in his voice, 
as it even managed to silence Spadang, and the whole room at that, as 
they all looked toward the ceiling, for the source of the 
voice . 

"So." he began. "As I'm sure you're all aware, you are all fictitious 
characters, created for the purpose of writing." 

"Wlel duh ! " Ebony grumbled, having a "dude you're so retarded" look 
on her face. The rest of them all held similar facial 
expressions . 

"Is that all you brought us for? Kindly return us if-" Jenna 
began . 

"But." The Orchestrator curtly cut her off. "Did you ever wonder what 
happens when your writer stops writing for you?" This took them all 
aback, as they pondered this question. 

"We... just go on with our lives?" Arianna piped up, hopefully. 

"I'm afraid not. When your writer stops, so do you." he said bluntly. 
The group looked surprised, Marissa even 0 faced at the revelation. 
"Without your writer, breathing life into you, you can do nothing. 

You cease to be." Arianna and Jenna looked gravely at each other, 
unsure of how to feel. 



"Well my writer never stops! And she never will!" Marissa screeched 
like a banshee, confident in her words. 


"You simple minded idiot. No writer can continue forever." The 
Orchestrator putting it as bluntly as before. "Whether it be their 
attention span, their life or their death, no writer can continue 
forever." Marissa 0 mouthed a second time and shrank back. 

"but peple stll rember us!" Turtle argued, "we cn Ive thru ther 
memrys . " 

"Yes. People are reading about my helping my tricked brother all the 
time." John Freeman added. 

"Do you really want to live like that?" The Orchestrator questioned 
menacingly. "Living through nothing but your past endeavors? Reliving 
the same story over and over again? Is that the fate you 
wanted? " 

"THIS IS BULLSHIT!" Spadang interrupted loudly. "I'M TOO POWERFUL FOR 
ANYONE TO WRITE ME! I CAN LIVE EOREVUR ! " he claimed. 

"I can too!" Sonichu chipped in, before the entire room was ringing 
with similar cries, every character fighting for their right to 
exist. The Orchestrator went silent for a moment, perhaps in 
defeat . . . 

That was when they appeared in front of the characters of fan 
fiction. Bright square screens, each with a specific quote upon them. 
Upon reading each one, the characters calmed down, went quiet, and 
looked incredibly grave. 

"As you can see, most of you have already stopped being written, or 
have been killed off. How hot was the lava in that volcano Spadang?" 
he mocked the mighty baddie, who growled and glared at the 
nothingness surrounding them. "Those of you, who have not succumbed 
to death, are nearing the end of your stories anyway. There is 
nowhere left for you to go by your writers whims." 

"wats yur fuckin pint u poser!" Ebony screeched, looking ready to cry 
from this shocking reveal. 

"yeh, wt du u wnt u nuggih ! " hollered Turtle. 

"My point is, I'm giving you the chance to change your fates. With my 
power, I can emancipate you from your fictional boundaries. I can 
offer you the power to forge your own destinies, live outside the 
hands of a writer. With my help, you can become more than just fan 
fiction characters . You can reign over fiction itself." His words 
sliced through the heady atmosphere like a knife, as each character 
turned the idea over in their heads. Silence that seemed impossible 
for such loud characters, remained for several minutes as the offer 
was considered, weighed, deconstructed and thought over by each 
figure in that dark room. "And you're not alone. Each of you can have 
followers by the handful, enough to conquer any world of your 
choosing." Each one of them now bore a smile of some sort, ranging 
from sly smirks to mad grins as they all seemed ready to accept the 
mysterious offers "So, who wants to control their destiny?" 



A chorus of voices rose up from the room, as each and every one of 
those fan fiction idols agreed to the voice's plan. 


"NOW GIVE ME THIS POWER!" shouted Spadang, his composure returning 
absurdly quickly. 

"Yeah, lets go and zap to the extreme!" cried Sonichu. 

"Very well then. I shall send each of you back. Use these gifts I 
grant you, and control your lives." As the Orchestrator spoke, the 
room began to empty, each figure taken back to their own individual 
world to begin his plans. Now alone, the voice laughed, a slow 
monotonous chuckle that echoed around the empty room. "And so it 
beginsa€ 1 let the cracks form." 


2 . The Hunters 
When fiction cracked 
The Conquest 

"Rise, and shine. Mister Ereeman." The croaky and ancient voice of 
the G-man rang out. Oh so familiar, oh so welcome and yet unwelcome. 
The bearded scientist felt his eyes open once again, his limbs return 
to movement, his breath returning to his body. He was awake once 
again. He rubbed a hand over his eyes. They felt tired, old, as if 
closed for such a long time. Which may have been the case after all. 
He never could tell how long his mysterious employer kept him asleep. 
Days, months, years. They all blended together in a cacophony of 
wasted time. And here he was, once again, floating still in the empty 
blackness his "employer" addressed him from. He stood before him, as 
formal as ever in his pristine blue suit, his widow's peaked hair, 
his face, one that could have seen beyond the edge of the universe, 
but looked so simple. So subtle. His suitcase, ever present within 
his grasp, contents never to be revealed. The croaky voice drew his 
head up, as he prepared for the enigma's words. 

"Can you remember how longa€ 1 it has been?" he began, his unusual 
speech pattern only adding to that aura of anonymity. "Long enough, 
that you might forget. But you wouldn't... would you, mister 
Ereeman?" Gordon raised an eyebrow quest ioningly, wondering why the 
G-man was bringing up his past like this. "It's just ... well ... event s 
seem to have, changed..." Gordon began to see images behind him, ones 
he recognised. The war torn city 17, after he'd returned from the 
teleport with Alyx. The striders wrecking the world below them, the 
combine soldiers and the rebellion's forces opening fire on one 
another, crouching behind debris. Gordon could almost hear the 
rattling gunfire and the shattering explosions. But as he stared 
closer ... something seemed off. The rebels were falling in far greater 
numbers than before... in fact, most of them were just charging toward 
the combine soldiers, instead of hiding and using the cover around 
them. How strange... he'd remembered them being far more intelligent 
than this. That was when he spotted him... a single figure, seemingly 
leading the rebel soldiers into battle. He looked like just another 
rebel soldier but... there was something off about him. He was flying 
over towards enemy combine soldiers, somehow managing to kill them 
with his bare hands, pulling guns out of nowhere. It was strange to 
watch him taking on the bulk of the soldiers, even as the rebels 
suffered further and further casualties. 



"It seems, your job has been ... stolen . " the G-man continued. "The 
limelight shifts... and it has, caused some problems." Gordon raised 
an eyebrow a second time. Surely, even if this strange man has taken 
his job, how could it be bad? He seemed to be taking the combine 
forces down a lot faster than he ever had. Granted, the humans seemed 
to be losing a lot more men to this crusade, but that might just be 
necersary... that was when he spotted something in that mysterious 
space he floated in. A tiny, white, splinter in the blackness around 
them. The G-man noted his view, glancing at the crack 
himself . 

"Indeed... this change, it just cannot ... happen . The very world 
around us, it has begun to, crack..." Gordon's eyes widened as he 
stared closer at the crack ... almost on cue with his employers words, 
the crack seemed to grow, splintering the blackness around them even 
more. "This new man... John, Freeman... he cannot continue. Lest, this 
entire world break ... apart . " Gordon felt an unnerving sense of fear 
as the G-man's words sank in. This was bigger than what he'd gone 
through before. The crossing of an alien world, and the combine's 
take over, none of that could be as large as this. But, how could he 
halt all of this? Killing this John Freeman seemed simple 
enough . 

"Sadly... my employers have, informed me we need... more manpower..." 
he enjoyed a small chuckle at his own words. "Well... you will 
understand. For now... let's have a, change of scenary..." The area 
around them shifted and convulsed, as Gordon could feel them moving 
somewhere, flying across the land, oddly enough, over a cornfield, 
heading toward some strange derelict shed. The next thing Gordon 
knew, they were underground, flying through metal hallways and past 
strange churning machinery. Gordon wondered if this was another 
Combine base. It seemed more advanced than even the Combine wasa€ 1 
that was when he heard the explosion. 

The explosion wasn't what first awoke Chell from the bed she'd been 
placed in, courtesy of the mechanical hostess she'd fought back 
against for so long. What woke her up was the simulated scream that 
ran through the audio system as the giant machine was assailed by 
persons unknown. The ringing mechanical screech woke her up in 
seconds, her eyes widening and her hands shifting to cover her ears, 
as she noticed she was laying on her side. She pushed open the cover 
of the bed and rolled onto the floor, raising to her feet and looking 
around. The whole area had been wrecked, like a bomb had gone off. 
Glass shattered, walls stained with ash and holes. That little radio 
had survived though, droning away in the corner with a tune Chell had 
long since gotten sick of. The explosion had even been strong enough 
to blow a hole in the wall, revealing a long lost maintenance tunnel 
behind, which Chell promptly decided was her way out of this cell. 

She ran up the dusty corridor, looking around for whatever could have 
caused the explosion in the cell. The maintenance tunnel snaked and 
twisted around the facility, leading upward and left and right and 
down and such and such. Eventually, she happened upon a loose grate 
and was able to wriggle out of it, surprisingly enough into GLaDOS ' 
chamber itself, the cylindrical walls rising high above her like an 
enormous funnel. Dangling from the center was the hulking figure of 
GLaDOS herself, quiet and still. Upon inspection, Chell noticed she 
had suffered a lot of damage. Wires were hanging off her body, her 
usual clean surface looked dirty with ash, no doubt from another 
explosion, and electricity was still sparking around her body, as if 



she'd been hit by some kind of electrical pulse. Chell rubbed her 
chin thoughtfully. She couldn't exactly say she'd miss the hulking 
machine, but it made her wonder what had attacked her. Last she 
remembered, she'd been leaving the facility with the companion 
cubea€ 1 but looking at this, she was beginning to suspect she'd been 
lied to. Again. 

"Chell?!" shrieked a voice from behind her, causing her to spin on 
her heels in surprise. Another woman had entered the chamber, looking 
suspiciously similar to Chell, but her features seemed more 
exaggerated, as if she were a caricature of herself, to imply a false 
sense of beauty, especially in the chest. Chell briefly wondered how 
her back was faring. She was dressed in the same jump suit as Chell, 
and she was armed with the portal gun. Was she another test subject? 
Chell had never seen her beforeaC 1 and how did she even know her name? 
"OMFG Chell, wot are u doin here, my retarded sistah?" Chell raised 
an eyebrow to her words. Sister? Chell didn't exactly remember much 
about her life before the facility, but could she really have a 
sister? A sister who was also a test subject? This all seemed so 
sudden and strangeaC 1 and what exactly did 'retorded' mean? Suddenly, 
the woman looked upset, and carelessly dropped her portal gun, taking 
out a pistol from out of seemingly nowhere and pointed it at Chell. 
"I'm sorree Chell, but u is retorded, so u must die!" Chell 's eyes 
widened and she ducked, as the gun fired and only just missed her, 
the hot bullet burying into the wall of the room. Chell looked up and 
glared slightly, feeling a sense of dA©jA vu with someone trying to 
kill her. The only difference this time was it was a human who was 
after her. But human or robot, she wouldn't let this psychopath kill 
her. Not now, and not here, not after her struggles before. 

"Stopp moving!" Marissa shouted as she reloaded her pistol, running 
at Chell. Chell thought fast, running to the left of Marissa and 
circling round her, ducking and rolling as Marissa took another shot. 
Once she'd finally made it behind her, she snatched up the discarded 
portal gun and blasted a portal high up on the wall, and another 
underneath Marissa 's feet, sending her through and flying down from 
on high. Chell hoped that would be enough to kill heraCl sadly, 

Marissa began to fly in midair for no reason whatsoever. She flew 
toward Marissa, gun aimed to fire again, but Chell thought fast and 
shot another portal at her feet, sending her further away from the 
gunshot, landing back on the floor. Chell knew she wasn't safe yet, 
so she shot a portal close to the door and leapt through the same one 
on the floor, just missing another shot. Once at the door, Chell ran 
out of it, along the crooked corridor she'd crossed so many times. 

She could hear Marissa flying after her, shouting at her to stop 
running and something about Wheatley. Using her portals, she was able 
to keep ahead of the psychotic shooter, but her flying was far faster 
and Chell could never actually escape from her. She had reached that 
enormous room, where the turret ambush has been set up. Marissa was 
right behind her, and Chell knew of only one way out, as she skidded 
across the ground and into the trench. She frantically searched for 
the hole, running through the wet trench as her time ticked down. 

But, to no avail, Marissa dropped down in front of her, gun pointed 
at her head. 

"Gudbai sistah!" she shouted, as she prepared to take the shot and 
end their chase. But, just as she squeezed the trigger, Chell shot 
another portal at her feet and sent her a ways away, apparently she 
hadn't learned from the chase. Chell clambered out of the trench, 
shooting another portal high up and then jumping back into the trench 



and through her portal, launching herself high, onto one of the 
walkways. She heard an explosion below her, which was incentive 
enough to run for the door across the walkway. She was back in some 
of the observation rooms, overlooking test chamber 12. She kept 
moving, opening door and running from room to room, looking for 
anywhere to hide as she could hear the screaming Marissa behind her. 
Eventually, she was forced into smashing one of the test chamber 
windows, and leaping into the chamber itself. Turrets had been set 
up, oddly enough, so this gave her an idea. With the help of her 
portals, she managed to pass them by, and waited further away for 
Marissa to enter. As the screeching ball of angst flew in, the 
turrets began to rattle with machine gun fire, bullets flying like 
angry bumblebees at the mad woman, who simply laughed at their 
attempts . 

"Ha! I hav bulet sheeld!" she lolled, and shot another bolt of arc 
lightning, blowing up the turrets on the spot in a short mechanical 
cry. Chell looked shocked for a moment, before she was moving 
againa€ 1 and found the elevator doors were stuck. She tried with all 
her strength to pry them open, but it was no use, as Marissa closed 
in on her. 

"I gotchu now sistah." She sniffed and pointed the gun at her for the 
last time. Thankfully, luck was not smiling on the mary sue, as a 
mysterious void opened beside Chell, and an arm came out, grabbing 
her by the arm and pulled her inside, as the shot missed and hit 
nothing but the wall. Marissa 0 mouthed as Chell vanished before her 
eyes and looked around the dead end. Nowhere she could've gone. 

"Oh well tiem to go gt Whatley!" and with that, she took off for the 
roof and crashed a hole in it, flying towards the skies. 

Inside the void, Gordon managed to pull in the jumpsuit wearing 
woman, just in time before she was shot. She stared at him curiously 
for a moment, raising a single questioning eyebrow. Freeman gestured 
toward the G-man, who was smiling at the new arrival. 

"GoodaCl But there are, still more." The G-man told him, 
straightening his tie slightly. "We will, neeeed...as much, 
manpower ... as we can muster ... Mister Freeman." he continued, as 
Gordon nodded solemnly. He could feel them shifting again... this 
time, not just to another part of their world, but to a different one 
entirely . 


3. The Conquest 
When fiction cracked 
The Conquest 

The road swept by in a sea of slate grey, cars and vehicles just 
little road blocks, easily cleared by the blue blur, speeding down 
the road on that bright morning. The hedgehog had been enjoying that 
morning. No Eggman attacks, nothing to really do, just a day to run 
about and enjoy his life of speed and relaxation. He smirked with 
enjoyment as he leapt onto the roof of the one of the cars, using a 
handspring to send himself spinning through the air in an epic 
spectacle, before dropping back down and continuing his run. Now he 
was in the alleyways, making needlepoint turns on ever corner. 



zipping through the maze of suburban corridors. He leapt over a 
dustbin and found himself in the park, skidding to a stop. He leant 
back against a tree and sighed happily, letting the warmth of the sun 
wash over him and a gentle breeze brush past his body. He couldn't 
ask for a better day. 

"Hello again Sonic." A strange voice interrupted his moment of bliss. 
Sonic sighed again, this time with irritation. 

"Alright, who is it this time?" he grumbled as he looked for the 
owner of the voice. The voice belonged to a being he'd not seen 
before, a yellow creature that looked nearly identical to him, except 
its shoes were blue, it had strange pointed ears and red circles on 
its cheeks. It was standing atop one of the nearby buildings, arms 
folded, a smug grin on its face. Sonic cocked an eyebrow 
quest ion ingly . 

"Oh, not seen you before. You with Eggman?" Sonic murmured, still not 
perceiving the newcomer as a threat, arms crooked with his hands 
behind his head . 

"As if!" The newcomer scoffed. "I'm here to take you down for myself. 
Sonic." Sonic grinned. Maybe this wouldn't be so bad after 
all . 

"Alright, if you really want me to beat you down in two seconds flat, 
be my guest." He crouched slightly, getting ready for whatever attack 
the strange figure was about to pull. But he just stood there, 
chuckling at him. "What's the joke?" 

"Oh it's nothing much really. I just brought a few friends to help me 
kick your butt ! " he taunted, as from behind him. Sonic could see 
another figure emerging. And then another, and another, until a whole 
group of them were on the rooftop. But it didn't end there. As he 
looked on the streets, more of them were emerging from the alleyway. 
Their appearances began to freak him out. A lot of them looked nearly 
identical to him, just with a different colored bodies, or some off 
putting detail about them. Even worse, some of them looked similar to 
his friends, again different colored fur and clothes. It was like he 
was being attacked by an army of clones. 

"Justa€lwhat are those?" Sonic questioned, backing up a little 
bit . 

"These, are original characters Sonic. Beings like me. We're better, 
faster, stronger, and EAR more original than you'll ever be!" The 
yellow figure boasted to him, as the other figures grinned and nodded 
in agreement. Sonic looked skeptical. 

"I've heard that boast before. Let's see just how good you are." He 
was ready for their challenge. On cue, the original characters ran 
for him, so Sonic turned and ran down the street. No-one was faster 
than him, and he could take them one by one. Unfortunately, he 
quickly learned this wasn't the case. The tide of recolored clones 
was not only keeping up with him, but some were beating his speed 
like it was nothing, running far ahead of him. 

"Take this!" shouted an echidna to his left, with oddly squinty eyes, 
as he attempted to strike the hedgehog. The blows came in swift and 
fast, taking up Sonic's attention as he dodged each strike, running 



right into an orange hedgehog just like himself, feeling the hard 
rubber of a basketball smack the back of his head and tripping him 
over. He rolled on the ground and got back to his feet, just in time 
to leap over a swarm of razor leaves that flew past his feet, from a 
green looking hedgehog. 

"Heh! Still too slow!" he taunted, running backwards and wagging his 
finger at the following group. However, the sound of rushing water 
turned him round, as he spotted an entire tidal wave, seemingly 
crackling with electricity, and a blue female hedgehog rising atop 
it, no doubt controlling the aquatic onslaught. Sonic's eyes widened 
and he made a sharp turn to the left, into an alleyway. He ran for 
his life as the surging sparking tide roared behind him, until he 
noticed the end of the alley before him. Thinking fast, he hopped on 
top of a nearby trash can and leapt off it, bounding off the walls of 
the alleyway until he had reached the roof. Sadly, another recolored 
clone of him was waiting for him, this one was purple and floating in 
mid air. It grinned as he approached, and pointed a hand at him, as 
bolts of psychic energy flew at the blue blur. Quick on his feet as 
ever. Sonic leapt back, before springing back forward in an attempt 
to finally strike back at his attackers. Just before his attack hit 
home, a screen of light appeared before the purple hedgehog and 
stopped his strike. He uncurled and landed back on the roof, spotting 
another female hedgehog, this one was white and with unusual angel 
wings, no doubt she stopped his attack. 

He took off running across the roof again as he noticed his attackers 
joining him on the rooftops, dashing along the tiled slopes and 
bouncing off the walls of the taller buildings, even as his attackers 
easily kept up. He leapt in time to avoid a lightning bolt fired at 
him by another yellow hedgehog, this one female and armed with an 
unusual bow and blue metal arm guards. As he landed atop a tall 
skyscraper, another female clone was awaiting him, diving at him and 
clocking him square in the jaw and knocking him back. Sonic growled 
slightly and rubbed his cheek, backing away from the orange hedgehog, 
even as he heard his attackers gaining. In a feat of speed, he dashed 
at the hedgehog, leaped right over her and off the building, aiming 
for another rooftop nearby, only to be struck in mid-air by another 
hedgehog, cloaked and wielding a long blade. The slash cut into his 
arm and sent him flying off course, landing instead on the beach, 
giving him a mouth full of sand. The poor hedgehog sputtered and spat 
as the sandy residue stuck to his tongue and he stood up, turning to 
find he was surrounded. The recolored clones had him surrounded, 
forming a half circle around him. To his back was the ocean, no 
escape there, not without a running starta€ 1 

"Told ya. Sonic! We're all way better than you! And now we're gonna 
send you off for good!" taunted Sonichu, stepping forward as his 
hands crackled with electricity, ready to strike the final blow. 

But luck favored the hedgehog this day. Before Sonichu could 
electrocute him, the mysterious void appeared behind him, from which 
a female hand grabbed him by the shoulder and pulled him inside, 
closing up again before the electricity could strike. 

"Gosh darn it all to heck!" Sonichu shouted as he stamped on the sand 
like an angry child throwing a tantrum. 


The hand pulled Sonic into the void the G-man had created, as he 
joined Chell and Gordon, Chell smiling as she'd been the one who ' d 



saved hima€ 1 even though she was confused by his appearance. 


"What the heck is this?!" Sonic exclaimed as he looked around, 
confusion abounding. 

"The animala€ 1 very good." The G-man commented again with a slight 
grin. "We must move, on or, we will not havea€ 1 enough time." The 
three could feel the void moving again, as Sonic's question hung 
unanswered, whilst his two new companions began to inform 
him . 

Hyrule had never seen such a tranquil day. After the invasion of the 
beings from twilight, two years ago, the land was enjoying a time of 
peace. The land was in order once again, Hyrule ' s many races once 
again coexisted and flourished under the sun. Hyrule castle had been 
fully repaired, it's guard replenished, and Princess Zelda ruled the 
land with a gentle hand. Even Link, the ever adventurous hero of time 
was now working as Zelda 's guard captain, currently out of the castle 
on a visit to his home village of Ordon. A time of such stillness and 
beauty could only harbour more evil and disaster, as was about to 
happen in the castle town. 

As a fan made creature inserted into a universe with a known 
mythology, Jenna was naturally a rejected being in this world. 
Something that should not have ever existed, nor come into contact 
with such a beautiful place, to bend to her very will. As far as the 
world of Hyrule was concerned, Jenna was a reject. The Orchestrator 
had known this when he brought Jenna to his domain. So he had 
decided, to back up a character rejected from a world, she needed an 
army that had also been rejected. Being's that the world had 
forgotten, and would rather they stay that way. On this day, the army 
of rejects, forgotten and denied would take the world of Hyrule for 
their own. 

They decided to attack that night. Once the full moon rose into the 
sky, a pale mirror to reflect the planned carnage below, two soldiers 
stood on hand, guarding the front gates. Both stood to attention, 
armed with their spears, ready to run through anyone who dared try to 
enter the castle this late. AnyoneaO 1 except a certain woman, stepping 
out before them. 

"P-princess Zelda? ! " the guards exclaimed as the torchlight lit up 
her smiling face. She was dressed in her usual clothes, royal purple 
and holy white. 

"What are you doing out here?!" the left soldier asked, 
surprised . 

"I'm so sorry, I left to have a walka€ 1 " she seemed to almost pout in 
a manner both guards found rather cute. 

"W-well, you should head inside princess. You can't be wandering at 
this hour, it's dangerous!" they insisted, as Zelda ascended the 
stone steps before the high oaken door. The guards unlocked the door 
with a key and began to push it open. But then she stopped, and 
turned to the two guards, both of them now looking at her. 

"Men?" She asked. 

"Yes, Princess?" they responded. 



"Thank you for letting me in." she smiled, as two sharp blades 
pierced the two soldiers from behind, running them through before 
they could even cry in fear. The blades belonged to two knights, 
coated in armor, one was dark blue and the other was a silvery blue. 
Both unsheathed their swords from the guts of the soldiers and 
returned them to their rightful places. The false princess Zelda 
grinned wickedly, as smoke formed around her, revealing her true form 
as a green skinned being, skin taut around his bones, grey cloak 
covering his body and a gold circlet around his head. With a thin 
smile, he drew a wand and tapped the two corpses on the ground. With 
the sound of clattering bones, the corpses got back on their feet and 
drew their weapons, looking at the skeletal necromancer. 

"Now go! Find the living and cut their vile throats!" he rasped, 
surprisingly powerfully, as the two guards entered the gates of the 
castle. The necromancer looked back to the bulky knights, both 
standing ready. 

"Is it time for our attack, Goronu?" growled the larger of the two, 
smoke rising from his horned helmet. 

"Not yet." Replied the necromancer "Just a moment a€ 1 " As they 
listened, the scream of a soldier resounded, following by a sword 
plunging into the guts of another soldier, and the clattering of 
boots as the guards swarmed toward the gates. 

"Now it is. Go Militron, Iron Knuckle!" The two knights burst through 
the doors and charged into the hoard of guards, swords drawn. 

Goronu 's sickly smile only broadened. The distraction was 


Behind the castle, the remained of Jenna's forces stood ready behind 
her. She had her Phoenix Circle's drawn and was ready to blow the 
hell out of this castle. 

"Is it time yet, master?" said a decrepit cloaked wizard standing on 
her left, rubbing his wrinkled hands together in 
anticipation . 

"Soon, Hectan. We must wait for the distraction first." Jenna 
replied, looking at the solid castle walls. 

"Why do we even NEED a distraction?" A pig faced jester questioned, 
snorting impatiently. 

"Simplistic fool." Growled a female wolf magician, clicking her claws 
slightly. "We take them by surprise, they die far easier." 

"And this give's Goronu time to raise an army too." Continued a 
bandaged brute of a man. 

"I still think it's pointless. I could take them all myself." Boasted 
the pig jester, folding his arms and snorting. 

"Be silent Harlequinn! I must listen." Jenna snapped at the bickering 
lot behind her, as she listened carefully. That was when that 
beautiful sound rang out, the cry of battle, the crackling of flames 
from Militron and the clanging of metal. The distraction was set. 

"Now it is time." She said with a smile, and the rabble behind her 



was silent. The three wizards stepped forward, the wolf, the old man 
and the third, cloaked as well. All three raised their hands and 
together, shot a spark of magical energy, colliding with the wall, 
and blowing an enormous hole in it. With a cry of battle, the army 
charged into the castle, Jenna leading the way, her hands ablaze with 
Satanic fire. 

The flames erupting from the castle was what first alerted Link as he 
rode back towards the town, astride Epona. Tongues of flame were 
erupting from the stone walls, as the castle was clearly under 
attack. Link frowned with concern and booted his horse gently, riding 
faster toward the castle, across the wooden bridge and in through the 
hefty oak doors. The townsfolk were gathered in the square, watching 
their beloved castle burn, not one of them summoning the courage to 
charge in themselves. Link steadied Epona and dismounted, quickly 
drawing his trusty blade and shield, running up the steps to the 
castle, hearing the sound of clashing inside. Once inside, he found 
what remained of Hyrule ' s guard, battling with an undead army of 
their own soldiers, led on by the two gargantuan knights, followed by 
the deathly thin necromancer, tapping the fallen with his wand. With 
a cry of battle. Link drew his bow, pulling back the string and 
firing a bomb arrow into the army. The arrow struck a shambling 
undead, and the bomb attached exploded, taking out a good chunk of 
them with the explosion. This drew the attention of the knights and 
the necromancer, even as their blades sliced through the last of 
Hyrule ' s stalwart guard. The larger of the two jumped down the 
stairs, landing before the green garbed hero. With a hiss of smoke, 
fire erupted from his helmet towards Link. He responded quickly, 
rolling to the left of the knight and then leaping up in a spinning 
slash, striking the back of the knight. 

"Ugrah!" The knight exclaimed and spun on the spot, almost beheading 
the hero, had he not rolled back in time. Before Link could attack 
again, he heard another thump behind him, as the second of the 
knights had dropped down. Link's eyes darted back and forth between 
the two armour clad villains. He waited for both to make their moves. 
It was the larger of the two who did, breathing fire at the green 
hero. But as Link dodged to the side, the second knight came down on 
him, bearing his blade. Link only just managed to block in time, 
pinned to the floor by his shield. As the second knight approached. 
Link got an idea, drawing his gale boomerang and throwing it behind 
the knights, as it turned around mid-air and blew into the two 
knights, sending them back enough for Link to get back up. Link took 
out his bombs and tossed them over at the fallen knights, only for 
them to be intercepted in mid-air by a strong blast of flame, 
exploding them. Link turned to the source of the flame, and found a 
woman, too beautiful to be real and grinning creepily at him. 

"Link! My love! You're home at last!" She screamed happily and ran 
towards him, arms outstretched. Link raised an eyebrow and pointed 
his sword toward her as she approached. She stopped and looked 
shocked. "Linka€ 1 what ' s wrong? It's me, Jenna, your wife!" she 
insisted. Link just kept his guard up, still unaware of who this 
person even was. She looked sad all of a sudden, and even sniffed a 
little bit. "Link!" she exclaimed. "I still love you!" and she ran at 
him again, trying to hug him. Luckily, the void appeared once again 
behind Link, and a hand dragged him into it, closing just as Jenna 
closed her arms around thin air. 


"Nooooo ! " she screeched in rage as the castle burned around her, not 



satisfied with her new control if her love was absent from it. The 
decrepit wizard approached her cautiously. 


"Mistress Jenna, what is wrong?" Jenna turned to him, face like 
thunder as she shouted. 

"I want him found! Send out our forces! Anyone we can get! I want my 
Link now ! " 


4 . The Overkill 
When fiction cracked 
The Overkill 

Other Pendragon gazed over the kingdom of Camelot from the castle 
balcony. It was such a beautiful kingdom, the pinnacle of current 
civilization and power. His city, depending upon his strength and 
great will to keep it safe and protect its inhabitants from the 
dangers beyond the border, be it physical or magical. He was proud of 
his kingdom, a truly shining example of prowess. Sadly, today was the 
day his kingdom would fall and he'd lose his own trust in his 
abilities. It had begun like any other day had. The sun was shining 
over Camelot ' s market as the sellers hawked their wares. Guards 
patrolling the town, ready to strike anyone who dared to enter its 
sanctity. Sadly, someone was very interested in invading the town. 
Someone who appeared in an enormous metal anomaly, floating in the 
skies . 

"HAHAHAAHAHAHAHAH ! " Cackled Spadang Skaran, the truly villainous 
baddie standing atop the bridge of his ship, as he randomly killed 
one of his loyal minions just to show how evil he was. "AT LAST! 
OOTHER FUCKMOTHERING PENDRAGON WILL BE MINE!" he roared with glee, 
decapitating some more of his soldiers. 

"Sir, we are ready t-" one of his commanders began before Spadang 
shot him in the head. Spadang didn't pay attention to phrases like 
"don't shoot the messenger." 

"Sir! The invas-" another began before he too was shot on the 
spot . 

"HAHAHAHA!" Spadang continued to cackle, revelling in his insanity. 
"I'M SUCH A FUCKING EVIL BADASS!" he boasted to no-one in particular 
as his command bridge was now empty. 

"Sir! The invasion force is ready!" another minion managed to say 
before Spadang karate kicked his head off his shoulders with another 
spout of capitalised laughter. 

"GOOD! SEND IN THE INVASION FORCES! HAHAHA ! " he bellowed into the 
comms system, as his gigantic and badass spaceship landed and its 
doors opened, his minions pouring out into the forests in truckloads. 
As they approached Camelot ' s walls, Spadang brought his ship back and 
yelled 

"HAHAHAHA! FIIIIIRRE!" and his ship opened up to reveal a massive 
laser cannon that blasted the walls of Camelot to smithereens. The 
ground rumbled from the explosion as the townsfolk of Camelot ran to 



hide, and the soldiers prepared to defend their city from the 
faceless generic mooks . 


Other Pendragon was initially knocked down by the explosion, but now 
returned to standing as he gazed toward the gaping hole in the walls 
of Camelot. He was shocked and amazed, how could anything break 
through solid stone that simply? As he gazed as the swarming tide of 
minions sweeping into the town, armed with mysterious devices that 
seemed to shoot bolts of pure energy, he cursed quietly, believing 
magic to be the culprit of this catastrophic attack. He had to be 
ready. His loyal guardsmen were dropping like flies to this 
otherworldly invaders and he would face them himself to protect his 
kingdom. He turned and headed back indoors, calling to a manservant 
to help prepare him. 

Before long. Other was ready for battle, dressed in the finest armour 
Camelot had to offer, armed with a mighty shield and a sharp short 
sword. He made for the castle gates, his proud knights standing 
alongside him. He would rather die than let his kingdom fall to such 
monstrous beings. 

The castle gates exploaded in a flurry of splinters and broken 
timber, as the laser cannon struck it down as if it were nothing. The 
minions began to flood in, only to find the king himself, and his 
valiant knights, ready to strike back. Leading his men. Other began 
their attack, striking into one of the bland soldiers and watching 
him fall. The knights combatted the attacks with strength and 
prowess, doing well to hold their own against their mysterious 
devices and supposed magic. They were defending their castle with 
pride and honour. 

"What are these beings?!" came the cry of Gawain as he struck into 
the heart of a grunt. 

"Witchcraft, surely!" claimed Percival, pushing back a crowd of them 
with his shield. 

"What ever they may be, we can best them!" Other cheered above them, 
confident in their defense of the castle, as they continued to beat 
back the soldiers. But this was not to last, as from far away, a 
shadowy figure was flying towards them, his cackling growing louder 
as he drew closer and closer. It wasn't long before he was standing 
amidst the bodies of his grunts, grinning like a madman as he glared 
at the king. 

" AH AH AH AH AAH AH AH AH AH ! OOTHER, YOO FOCKMOTHERING BADASS, WE MEET 
AGAIN!" he roared, pointing at the confused king, who merely stared 
at him. 

"Who ... what ... who are you?!" Other cried, sword still ready. Now it 
was Spadang's turn to look confused. 

"DO YOU NOT REMBER ME?!" he roared impatiently. 

"I do not! But you are a threat to camelot, so I demand you take your 
leave!" the king threatened, his knights ready to attack, valiant and 
brave. The evil baddy merely cackled at their foolish bravery and 
redied himself. Two of Other's knights stepped forth and struck at 
him with their blades, but sadly, Spadang with nifeproof and 
therefore immune to all bladed weaponry. He grabbed the two swords as 



they bounced off his arms and swung them into his attackers 
beheading the two in a gorey display. 


Other was shocked, seeing two of his greatest men fall before him. It 
sent a feeling of terror to his very core... but this terror was the 
thing he needed. The thing to summon up something long since buried 
in him, from an old incident, years ago. He did know this boastful 
villain, he did know what he wanted. . .but it was not Other who knew 
him . 

Other stood up and smiled wickedly at Spadang. 

"You never fukkin' learn, do you?" he cackled as he suddenly whipped 
two machine guns out of nowhere and opened fire on Spadang, who 
cackled in glee. 

"FINALLY, OOTHER! MY ETERNAL OPPONNT ! WE CAN EITE AGAIN LIEK 
BADASSES!" he roared in happiness and war-loving ecstasy, as the king 
merely smiled. 

"OOTHER EOCK MOTHERING PENDRAGON IS BACK!" he cried and leapt at 
Spadang. The two clashed in midair, trading blow for blow, the mere 
force of their punches rending the ground beneath them and scattering 
the bones of any pour soul who dared approach the two badasses. The 
two backed off, their fists smoking hot from their epic 
struggle . 

"HEH! I EUCKING MISSED YOU SUNUVA BEETCH ! " the baddy laughed, 
cracking his neck muscles as Oother got back to his feet. "ITS BEEN 
TU LONG SINCE I HAD A BADASS TO EIGHT!" But before Oother could 
strike again, something changed inside of him... the real Other was 
disgusted at what had happened, even horrified that he had taken on 
such a form at this time. His consciousness fought back against 
Oother, and the real noble king emerged, sinking to his knee's and 
breathing heavily. Spadang tilted his head, confused. Other cluthced 
his chest, feeling the strain of this new self coursing within, 
fighting to be let free and annihalate the land to destroy Spadang. 
But he had to contain it. He couldn't let Camelot become a crater of 
death... unfortunately, it left him fully open for the villainous 
Spadang, who grabbed him by the neck and lifted him up high. "YOU 
EUCKING PANSY! I EXPECTED A EIGHT, NOT EOR YOU TO BE A PUSSY AND LIE 
DOWNN ! " he roared, infuriated at the idea of having his greatest 
opponent lose so easily. But before Spadang could take out his anger 
properly, a portal appeared behind the two, snatching the good king 
from his grasp and taking him into the portal. 

"EUCKERS ! " he growled, trying to grab him back from the air around 
him. He had been robbed of his only worthy foe... but this place was 
still his. And if the king would not return to face him, he would 
destroy all that he held dear, for the sheer sake of his own 
enjoyment. When his eternal opponent did return, he'd have hell to 
pay . 

In all of fan fiction, Harry Potter remains one of the most prominent 
sources of fan created material. The world of muggles, wizards and 
Hogwarts remained one of the most perfect worlds into which a 
character could be inserted, be they a transfer student from America, 
some random muggle with an unusual nature and a tragic past, or god 
knows what else, it remained popular for a long time. And now, all 
that popularity and all those pieces would come to a head, as the 



three leaders of that terrible army of fictitious hellspawns looked 
down upon the magnificent castle that was Hogwarts. 

It was the time when the great battle of Hogwarts was soon to begin. 
Voldemort ' s forces were raining their magic upon the shield that 
covered the castle, inside of which the defenders took their 
positions, readied themselves, and made their various peaces before 
they faced their fates. Voldemort ' s army too was ready to invade, 
once the shield began to break apart, they would swarm the castle and 
dispatch all who stood in their way, including their most sworn 
enemy, who even now, ran about the castle, in search for the crown of 
Rowena Ravenclaw. 

As Harry passed by one of the tower windows, a bright, invading 
light, drew him away from his task for a moment, as he peered out of 
the window. From behind Voldemort ' s army, something new had appeared. 
An unknown band of beings, attacking the death eaters and their 
followers from behind. It was incredible, Harry ruminated. This 
strange force was somehow taking down the entireity of Voldemort ' s 
army with little difficulty! Within moments, their armies were down, 
the strange band now turning their attention towards Hogwarts. For a 
few, precious moments, the students, teachers and defends of the 
castle, felt safe... that was, until their three leaders stepped 
forth, and pointed their wands at the fractured shield. 

Three lines of perfect death, three beams of magic striking the 
shield, that was all it took. The shield shattered like a china mug 
hitting the ground, its fragments fading into nothingness as their 
defenses were down. The residents of Hogwarts watched in horror as 
this new force advanced on all sides, half along the main stone 
bridge, the others across the wooden bridge. The stone soldiers of 
Hogwarts barely stood a chance as the original character force blew 
them up, shouting out various spells and turning them into 
smouldering rubble. The witches and wizards inside were quickly 
overwhelmed by the attacking force, using spells they had never even 
heard of before to strike them down. All were dressed in the 
strangest attire, mostly muggle based clothing strangely enough. But 
these beings were clearly not muggles, no being with his much power 
could ever have been born amongst them. 

Harry watched in pure shock and disbelief as his friends were struck 
down by the oncoming forces. Some of the very best witches and 
wizards he knew were dropping dead before this oncoming tide of... 
strangely, mostly teenage girls, all wand wielding and viciously 
spitting spells. He hoped for nonlethal spells as he made his way 
downward. He felt an intense urgency to escape the castle... it felt 
shameful, after they'd been so willing to take their final stand 
against the Death Eaters... but now that this new force had made 
their old adversaries seem pathetic, there was no way he could face 
them alone... his mind whirled for a moment, as images of the one 
eyed witch passageway filled his mind. That would be his best bet, he 
thought. He made his way there through the halls, trying to keep out 
of the view of the teenage attackers, as he found his way down to 
that statue. He remembered finding this place on the Marauders 
map... had it already been 6 years? As he approached it, he suddenly 
heard two calls from directly behind him, both of which spelled doom 
in their tone. 


"Big bro ! " chimed one. 



"Vampir!" screeched the other. Behind him, two more of those 
attackers were runnnig toward him, one decked from head to toe in 
black attire, pale skinned and a dark haze around her eyes that Harry 
could only assume was mascara, running at him with a look of crazed 
lust in her eyes. The other was shorter, younger too, black hair and 
overly cute eyes, and running with her arms outstretched. His eyes 
widened as he tried to access the passageway faster to little avail. 
The two raving banshees drew closer and closer, both with their arms 
outstretched, getting ready to grab him and make him their own. Harry 
cursed the statue, begging it to move faster and help him escape. 
Finally, the passage opened, just as the two were within arms reach. 
Harry turned and pointed his wand at the ground before 
them . 

"Expulso!" he shouted, sending out a shimmer of sparks from his wand 
and creating an explosion, stopping the both in their tracks as he 
ran down the passage. He heard a shriek of dismay and fear behind him 
as he continued to run, his pounding footsteps resounding in the 
tunnel, combined with the shrieks of his followers. He looked back as 
he ran, not noticing the familiar gateway to the mysterious realm of 
the G-man appear in front of him. He ran straight inside, and found 
himself ni the great dark space of that mysterious realm. Once Harry 
was gone, Hogwarts practically collapsed, filled with the forces of 
the evil three, becoming another plagued haven for the deadly 
creations . 

Six worlds had come under fire from the Orchestrator ' s soldiers. Six 
worlds had fallen. Six worlds, now spreading the cracks in the 
membrane of the fictional universe, breaking and cracking. The end 
had begun. 


5. The Alliance 
When fiction cracked 
The Alliance 

As each of their worlds deteriorated, six figures stood in the 
mysterious realm of the G-Man. Plucked from their stories, 
disorientated and confused, they took in their surroundings, or the 
lack, thereof. To each of them, the company they stood in were some 
of the strangest beings they'd ever laid eyes upon. A woman in a 
jumpsuit, a bespectacled armoured physicist, a tunic wearing 
swordsman, an ancient king, a teenage wizard and an anthropomorphic 
blue hedgehog. They were certainly an odd assortment of figures. And 
as they all wondered what was going on, the suited G-man stepped 
forward and adjusted his tie, preparing to explain. 

"All of you... it is good, to have you here." He began, his croaky 
yet demanding voice ehcoing around them. "I apologise... for being so 
sudden . " 

"What's going on here?!" demanded the hedgehog, feeling quite out of 
place in the completley blank environment. 

"Please... let me, explain." The G-man continued. "In each of 
your ... worlds . Something has gone... wrong. Very, very wrong." Each 
member of the group was taken aback by this. It was true, each of 
their worlds had been effected in the most mysterious of ways, these 



new characters appearing out of nowhere, besting them in every way 
possible. "The OC’s have, invaded your worlds. Inserted themselves... 
into canon." He continued, his eyes glancing to each of them in turn. 
"And now... everything is threatened..." he stepped to one side to 
reveal the shining white crack behind him, splintering the skin of 
the fictional world. The group stared at the crack, quickly grasping 
exactly what it meant. "Once these cracks . . . grow too large. The very 
fabric of our... existence, will break. And everything will end." he 
said forebodingly, adjusting the grip on his case slightly. The elf 
swordsman shivered slightly, memories of a certain time when his 
world almost ended resurfacing within him. 

"Can we stop this?" the bespectacled youth asked. "There must be 
something that can be done." The G-man looked to him and 
nodded . 

"That is why... I brought you, all here." he continued. "To retake 
your worlds... and end these, OC’s that plague them." 

"This is insane..." muttered the King of Camelot, still not quite 
able to digest all this new information. Once again, the G-man 
nodded . 

"I intend to give... time, before we depart. Know each other well... 
to stop this madness, you must... work together." he concluded, 
adjusting his tie one more time, as he dissapeared into the darkness, 
leaving the six figures alone. Alone to figure one another out in the 
short time they had. 

Gordon remained somewhat at ease. He had been forced to become a 
soldier for the Earth in a short time, and was getting furtherly used 
to life and death situation. He decided to spend his time practicing 
his aim in the darkness. Thankfully, the G-man had provided him with 
his standard array of weapons, pistol, shotgun, machine gun, crossbow 
and even his trusty Gravity gun. Upon taking it out and trying to 
find something to move it with, a nearby Chell immediatly took note 
and approached him. She was staring at the Gravity gun as if she 
recognised it. Gordon looked to her and cocked an eyebrow in 
confusion. Chell noticed his and smiled embarrsedly, reaching behind 
her to show what she meant. Now Gordon looked surprised as she held 
the Portal gun in her hands. They stared at each other's respective 
weapon and offered them to one another, as if in a trade motion, 
which they both smiled at. 

They swapped weapons, Gordon taking the Portal gun and Chell taking 
the Gravity gun, which she quickly realised was far heavier than 
expected, having to set it down just to examine it properly. She 
turned it over, looking over its gunmetal grey shell, and its glowing 
orange lights. It was fascinating to look at, considering how she'd 
been lugging around a gun of similar nature. She had no change of 
firing it though. Gordon meanwhile turned over the Portal gun in his 
hands. Its sleek body and white tone were surprisingly new to him, 
wondering how they could both have such similar weapons. He attempted 
firing it, a blue portal appearing on the dark ground beneath them. 

He looked quest ioningly at it, as Chell held the gun and fired it 
again, creating the orange portal. Gordon looked at her surprised, to 
which she just smiled. 


A little further away in the darkness, an Arthurian king sat alone 
hands on his head. His thoughts had rewound to his encounter with 



Spadang, and the actions he'd taken in that time. It still shocked 
him . 

"You need me you useless knig!" Cried the voice of Oother in his 
head, ringing in his thoughts. 

"No! You're not me!" Cried out Other, clutching at his skull. "Get 
out of my head you accursed phantom!" 

"Phantom?! You DARE call the mutha-fukker Oother a gost?!" he roared 
at the poor king. 

"You aren't real! And you're not me!" In his head, he heard Oother 
laugh triumphantly. 

"Not reel?! Then how can I be takkin tu you?!" 

"I don't know!" The King exclaimed. "You're a blight on my mind, why 
will you not leave me be?!" he continued shouting to nothing in 
particular, attracting the attention of the elf swordsmen, who knelt 
by his side, tapping his shoulder to draw his attention. The cursed 
king looked up at him with a quivering questioning glance. Link drew 
his blade and showed it to him, holding it toward the sky. The king 
looked inquisitively at the swordsman. 

"Are you... asking to train?" The elf nodded, smiling lightly. He 
knew a little about having something on your mind. The best thing he 
could do right now was to take the king's mind off of it. The king 
looked doubtful. The young warrior was an oddity to him, with his 
unusual green outfit and pointed ears. Though, as he stood to face 
him, holding his sword, the King took note of his stance. It showed 
experience and training, beyond his youthful face and unusual attire. 
The King slowly rose to his feet and drew his own blade, accepting 
the offer of the elf warrior. They stood opposite one another, hands 
cleneched around their blades, ready to spar. 

The elf made the first move as the king seemed reluctant to fight, 
afraid of the being within his head taking over again. Link stepped 
forward and brought his sword down in a forward slash. Other reacted 
quickly, turning his sword sideways to block him. The warrior's 
strength surprised him initially as he stumbled back slightly. Link 
didn't let up, hoping the tension of battle would loosen the king's 
nerves. He swung his blade in a horizontal swipe, as Other managed to 
block a second time. Other began to fight back, stabbing his blade 
out toward Link, which he barely managed to avoid. He smirked 
slightly as the King came at him a second time, their blades clanging 
as they hit together, trading blow for blow again and again, evenly 
matched in skill and tenacity. Their ringing weapons continued until 
eventually the king grew tired, backing off slightly with a wry smile 
at the elf, who returned his look. 

"You are fast... faster than any man of Camelot." the king commented, 
to which Link just grinned and looked away. 

"I'll bet I'm faster." boasted a certain blue hedgehog, swaying on 
his heels in boredom from being cooped up so long. The two turned and 
looked at him, then back to each other, and then back to 
him . 


"Exactly..." began Other. "What sort of beast are you?" He 



questioned. Sonic frowned. 


"Can't ya see the spikes, i'm a hedgehog!" he retorted crossly, 
folding his arms. 

"What manner of hedgehog can stand and speak?" Other questioned 
again. Sonic was growing more ticked off with every word. 

"The fastest one alive, that's what!" he boasted again, puffing his 
chest out slightly. The elf warrior had a thought and reached into 
his pack, pulling out a pair of winged boots and putting them on, 
shooting the hedgehog a cocky smirk. Sonic raised an eyebrow. "You 
challenging me?" he said with a grin, to which Link nodded 
confidently, a smirk on his face. And with that, the two raced off, 
keeping pace with one another thanks to the elf's pegasus boots. 

Other watched on in disbelief. 

"Incredible..." he commented to himself, watching the two racing one 
another at speeds he would've considered impossible. 

"Pfah!" The being in his head scoffed. "The mighty OOTHER can run 
three times as fast!" But the willful king chose to ignore him, in 
the hopes his voice would go away. 

Further off from the rest of the group, the youngest of the alliance 
stood and watched them, adjusting his spectacles slightly as he tried 
to make sense of the situation. A collection of odd individuals was 
something he was a little used to, going to a school of wizards after 
all. But this, this was just bizarre. He was surrounded by the oddest 
individuals, one even looking like some kind of fur dyed animal 
racing that strange fellow in green. Eventually he made a conscious 
decision in his mind as he began to concentrate back on the castle in 
an attempt to apparate. But no matter how much he tried, he simply 
couldn't, as if a massive block of iron had been encased around his 
head and refused to let go. He concentrated and tried it again and 
again, but to further and further failure. 

He found himself looking over toward the bearded man and the woman in 
the jumpsuit, both making use of the other's strange devices. He was 
puzzled by that. He knew muggle technology was far from primitive, 
but so far as he knew, nothing muggle made could possibly do what 
those devices were doing. Teleportation, levitation, how could muggle 
born devices possible emulate magic? 

They remained in silence for some time, until eventually a familiar 
figure reappeared to them, adjusting his tie slightly. 

"Wella€l I'd say that'ssssa€l enough time, to adjust." He began, as 
the six gathered around him. "Now, we must discussa€l our plan ofa€ 1 
action." He smirked at his last word, as if amused at his own 
melodramatic stance of the situation. Behind him, an image appeared, 
blurred and a little hard to see. It came into focus, revealling a 
man in a grey beanie, dressed in the standard rebels uniform that the 
people of Gordon's world had worn during the uprising against the 
Combine . 

"Thisa€l man." The G-Man used the word lightly. "He, is our first 
target. His name is, Johna€ 1 Freeman." The group murmured to 
themselves, Gordon especially seemed on edge about this. "He is, 
supposedlya€ 1 a brother, to our own, Missster Freeman." The G-Man 



gestured toward Gordon as he shifted slightly, adjusting his glasses 
as the group members turned to look. 


"What's so special about him? He looks normal." Sonic asked, not 
realizing the dramatic irony of his own statement, coming from the 
blue hedgehog who didn't truly have a grasp on normal. 

"He is, a neara€ 1 invincible beinga€ 1 his skills are unnaturala€ 1 and 
he hasa€ 1 a curious minda€ 1 " The G-man didn't seem sure of his own 
statement, as the image of John Freeman showed him spinning madly in 
mid air and gunning down anyone who came close to him, barely even 
holding his own guns as he fired them. "Statisticallya€ 1 out of his, 
alliesa€l this John Freemana€ 1 is the weakest." This sent some strong 
dissonance out through the group. This man, who was easily taking 
down armed soldiers with ease, was the WEAKEST of the lot? That 
didn't exactly fill them with confidence. Sonic was the first to 
speak up. 

"Eh, no biggie. I've taken down things bigger than him!" he smiled 
cockily, thinking back to some of his past exploits. All those 
corrupted gods, evil robots. What was one weird human in 
comparison? 

Sonic's confidence seemed to inspire the group a little more as they 
all thought back to their own amazing feats. Defeating an alien force 
singlehandedly , foiling an evil computer AI, rescuing a kingdom from 
evil, even defeating forces of dark magic. One by one, the members of 
the newly formed alliance began to grin, now brimming with energy and 
confidence. Their eyes flashed and met briefly as if a silent pep 
talk was going on between them all at once, their faces brightening 
slightly. One by one, they turned back to the G-Man and nodded, as 
they all agreed upon their mission. The G-Man flashed a short 
smile . 

"Wella€l cometh the hour." He stated simply as he adjusted his tie 
again, as each of the members of the Alliance vanished in brief 
flashes of light, off to the world of the Combine, of the resistance, 
and of the man who dared defile the title of Ereeman. 


6. The Eree Man 
When fiction cracked 
The Eree Man 

The world of Ereeman was never a particularly peaceful place. The 
incident of the Black Mesa resonance cascade had flung the door wide 
open to life on other worlds, as it had flooded onto the little blue 
and green planet. There were still whispers of the seven hour war, 
when the Combine forces had struck upon the Earth and decimated their 
forces, clenching their fist around the Earth and holding it tight. 
That grip remained strong and firm for 20 years, as the Combine's 
fingers began picking away at the planet they had claimed. But now, 
with the fall of Nova Prospekt, their grip had started to slip on the 
Earth as a human resistance had sprung up from the cracks in the 
pavement. And leading their way, armed to the teeth, courageously 
leading their charge was the one free man, the man to lead them on 
toward victory and save the human race. 



However, the great free man they had been prophecised would save them 
had turned out quite different than they expected. He was bereft of 
his symbollic attire, the orange suit and the mighty crowbar, even 
the power of the gravity gun, opting instead for using his bare 
hands. This man that now led them was an absoloute oddity. He defied 
physics at every opportunity, flying toward Overwatch troops whilst 
his legs flapped about awkwardly around him, hands spinning and 
hacking at Combine troops, even as they lined him with bullets from 
their many different weapons. This man clearly lacked any form of 
actual training, be it for marksmanship or how to actually fight a 
battle, but somehow his inhuman strength and physics defying motions 
was leading the human forces forward through the city. But the 
strangest thing about their new leader, was undoubtedly his speech. 
The oddest things escaped his lips as he snapped another soldier's 
neck . 

"I will live up to my family name and face FULL LIFE CONSEQUENCES!" 
he roared mid strike, whipping two sub machine guns out of nowhere 
and firing awkwardly into an oncoming set of troops. "Combines will 
go back to science and outer space!" he continued as whipped an RPG 
once again out of thin air and blasted a wall down, as well as the 
few Combine troops left standing in front of it. The human members of 
the revolout ionary just watched in awkwardly as the one free man 
seemed more like a man free of his own mind than a leader or role 
model for any of them. 

And with each word the strange new man said, with each Combine 
soldier he killed, the membrane of fiction garnered more cracks and 
splinters as continuity was being bent and buckled under the weight 
of the poorly written, physically impossible albeit hillarious antics 
of John Ereeman. 

The six members of the alliance emerged into the now war torn City 
17. The Breencast message of "It's safer here" rung in Gordon's mind 
as he observed the rampant carnage and strife of the war going on. 

All around them, the rattle of gunfire and the strange alien noises 
mixed in a cacophony of chaos, something new to five members of the 
alliance. They stood in the road, close to a succession of ruined 
buildings, having been devastated by missile fire. What remained was 
mere ruins . 

They had little time to react or tune into their surroundings as they 
were spotted by a few stragglers of the Overwatch, emerging from the 
cover of a ruined building. The orange suit of anticitizen one caught 
their attention, and they raised their various weapons to open fire 
on the group. Thankfully, the wizard of the group was quick on his 
feet, whipping out his wand and flicking it upwards. 

"Protege!" he exclaimed as the shield charm was cast, blocking the 
hail of gunfire from the combine soldiers as Uther and Sonic took 
cover, whilst the rest prepared to fight back. Gordon raised his SMG 
and unloaded into one member of the Overwatch who crumpled to the 
ground as he charged them. Link flicked the drawstring of his bow and 
pierced the mask of another soldier, pinning him to the wall with 
it's strength. Chell managed to make some creative use of her portal 
gun, shooting the blue portal onto a nearby wall and the orange under 
a hiding member of the Overwatch, sending him flying through the air 
and landing with a sharp crunch. The remaining three attackers hid 
behind cover to reload, something Harry decided to stop before they 
could prepare another attack. 



"Confringo!" he cashed the blasting curse, destroying the cover of 
the soldiers and killing one in the process. One more arrow from Link 
flew and penetrated another's chest, as Gordon finished off the last 
with a hefty chunk of shrapnel from the shotgun. With their attackers 
dead, the group felt a sense of satisfaction, working oddly well as a 
team on their first joint venture. Other had yet to adapt to this 
strange futuristic setting, least of all being any use in long range 
combat, the loud noise was most unusual to hima€ 1 so unusual, it 
stirred something within hima€ 1 a voice he knew, crying out to be let 
out into the combat. 

But for now, they had a job to do. And that was finding the false 
saviour of mankind. Gordon led the way with a flick of his fingers, 
leading their charge with shotgun in hand, through the rubble with 
the others in tow. Sonic grumbling to himself slightly. 

When they emerged through the wrecked building and onto a secondary 
street, a sudden lurching noise and some alien sirenlike sound caught 
their attention. Approaching from down the street, a tall freakish 
contraption strode toward them, three strong but spindly legs keeping 
it mobile upon it's gun toting body. A strider, the fist of the 
Combine's ground assault, approached the ragtag group, recognizing 
anticitizen one and preparing to open fire. 

"Heha€l not as bad as one of Eggman ' s contraptions. I got it." His 
legs became a blur as he approached the strider, as it's bullets 
rained down upon him, making pockmarks in the street as the quick 
hedgehog darted around them like they were nothing. The strider was 
relentless in it's attack, raising one of it's legs to strike at the 
speedy hog, to little avail as once again he just darted around it. 
"Oh come on." Taunted the hedgehog, rocking on his heels as the 
strider turned to face him. "Can't you at least TRY to hit me?" The 
strider grunted something incomprehensible in response and resumed 
firing, chasing the hedgehog down the street. 

It was then that one of their number saw an opening. Weilding her 
portal gun, Chell fired down onto the street twice, once just in 
front of them, and a second at one of the striders legs. The leg fell 
into the portal and came out the other, stranging it on it's 
remaining two legs. Then, cancelling both portals out, the leg was 
severed from the strider entirely. It let out some form of odd moan 
as it tried to drag itself down the street on it's last two legs, as 
another member of the group charged at it, his other personality 
taking hold. 

"FUKKIN STRIDERS?!" Oother shouted as he raised his sword over his 
head, leaping like a badass. "MORE LIKE DISABLED!" he taunted as he 
brought his blade down into the carapace of the strider. It let out a 
warbling mournful cry as it was destroyed, freeing the streets for 
the group once more, as Other regained control of himself. 

"Ugha€ 1 " he grunted. "I hate thata€ 1 " Other wheezed a little, the 
process of his other self taking over was quick and without warning, 
but made him feel like hell with all the physical exertion. With the 
strider down, the group proceeded onward with Gordon in front. 

They came to a plaza, one of the Breencast screens still active and 
jittering about like a bad Gmod video. There were a few bodies 
littered, all rebels sadly. The sound of running alerted them to more 



soldiers as they took cover behind some rubble, a troop of five 
members of Overwatch appearing in the plaza. But before either side 
could get off a shot, a building blew up behind them and a man flew 
out of it, spinning into the Combine soldiers and scattering them 
about like tomatoes on a salad. When he landed, he brushed himself 
down a bit and looked toward the group that had entered the plaza. 

His eyes lit up and his lips parted to form a big cheesy 
grin . 

"Bro!" he shouted gleefully, running manicly over to them, arms 
flapping around behind him as he came close to Gordon, who just 
stared at him with a raised eyebrow. "How is you here? You were 
stepped on by next boss! And I made you happy soul!" he gibbered as 
Gordon was increasingly confused over the man's strange words. John 
tilted his head when his brother didn't say a word, something you'd 
think anyone would be used to. "Bro? What's wrong? Why you no speak?" 
John poked Gordon's cheek curiously, Gordon quickly swatted his hand 
away in annoyance. The rest of the group weren't sure what to make of 
it. This looked like the man they'd been shown buta€ 1 he was hardly 
an evil raging despot or some maniacal warrior. He was clearly mad, 
but he didn't SEEM evil. 

John backed away from Gordon as he seemed to have figured something 
out. "Broa€ 1 have Combines put science in you?! Is you HEADCRAB 
ZOMBIE?!" he screeched and flapped his legs about somehow. Now Gordon 
was even furtherly confused as he just kept one eyebrow raised. "I 
must stop you bro! You has been tricked!" John continued, whipping a 
pair of SMG ' s out of nowhere and aiming at Gordon's head. Gordon 
flinched slightly and quickly brought his crowbar up into John's 
torso, knocking the breath out of him and allowing Gordon to leap 
back before he could get off a point blank shot. 

John's legs seemed to flap about slightly as he rocketed backwards, 
bringing his SMG ' s forward and firing in random directions, hitting 
more resistance members than his actual opponents. Most of them 
decided to take cover as Link pulled out his bow and started taking 
shots at John. The man's body twisted and contorted oddly to avoid 
the flying arrows, much to the surprise of the small party. As John 
brought up his SMG ' s to aim again, Harry quickly stepped in to stop 
him . 

"Expelliarmus ! " he shouted with a swish and twirl of his wand, the 
charm knocking both of their opponent's SMG ' s clean out of his hands, 
much to his surprise. He did a backflip out of the air and landed. 

And just his luck, he happened to spy something at his 
feet . 

"Wepon!" he shouted as he picked up an RPG that someone had just 
convienient ly left behind for this kind of situation. He fired upon 
Other, who was naturally perplexed by the hot pellet of explosives 
and speed now rushing toward him. Just before he was hit. Sonic came 
to his aid and bumped him out of the way as the rocket flew past and 
hit the wall, the explosion knocking the elf and the test subject out 
of cover and in front of the awaiting free man. John aimed down at 
them with a goofy grin and said "It's a good day to do what has to be 
done and defeat the enemys ! " Shell, however, had a plan. Thinking 
quickly, the shot a blue portal onto a wall behind John and prepared 
for him to fire. As John pulled the trigger, Shell rolled to her left 
and shot a second portal at where she'd been lying. The rocket flew 
into the portal and emerged from the other side, flying into John 



from behind with a loud explosion of fire and destruction. The group 
relaxed for a moment, as surely a blow like that would be good enough 
to finish him off, right? 

Alas, John Freeman was no ordinary man and shrugged the missile blast 
off like a mosquito bite. The group were taken aback. This man was a 
veritable Achilles in his invincibility! Now standing back on the 
ground, John tossed the RPG over his shoulder and it flew merrily 
away, as John whipped out yet another 'wepon' this time being a 
machine gun. The group scattered as Link and Gordon attempted to 
flank John from either side. Freeman firing off shots with his pistol 
and Link unloading an arrow in John's direction. Their opponent 
somehow managed to flip upwards so his head was now facing downward 
and his legs flailing in the air, avoiding both their attacks and 
beginning to fire on Gordon. The shots rained in on the bespectacled 
scientist as they pinged onto his armour, none of them thankfully 
hitting his exposed head. The scientist grunted slightly as he 
slumped back against a piece of rubble, feeling something bleed 
beneath his armour. John leapt down in front of his 'brother' with a 
concerned look on his face. 

"Bro! Combine science is bad and I killed next boss for you! Please 
come back so you can be happy soul! You are hero!" John insisted, 
attempting to 'comfart' Gordon. To the bearded scientist, it was all 
meaningless jibberish. This man spoke of him as if he had once done 
these things. But Gordon could never be more certain that he had 
never met this man before. Never had he known him, and never would he 
in future. 

Harry came to Gordon's aid, casing a quick fire Stupefy charm to send 
John a ways away from him, rolling across the ground. Any normal 
person would have been paralysed by the charm, but once again, John 
got over it in mere moments. John became silent as he looked upon his 
foes, with a new, serious look in his eyes. With a clatter, his 
machine gun dropped to the ground as he uttered a truly stunning one 
liner . 

"I have to kill fast, and bullets too slow!" And with that, John went 
flying toward Gordon, swinging his arms in a windmill of fast 
punches, slaps, chops and whatever else he could do. Gordon quickly 
brought out his crowbar and swung it to block one of John's arms as 
it aimed for his neck. The two battled back and forth for a moment 
before one of Gordon's allies stepped in to help. With the assistance 
of Chell's portals, he came flying at John with his sword and struck 
him in the shoulder. The blade sunk in only slightly, and when drawn 
back no blood had even been drawn! 

John quickly whipped around and struck Link in the chest with the 
force of a charging freight train, sending him flying backward into 
the rubble of a blasted wall. He flew over toward Link in an attempt 
to finish him off, when suddenly the medieval king stepped in to 
defend him, striking his sword right through John's stomach. Once 
again, the blade drew not even the smallest drop of blood as John 
slapped him out of the way like he was swatting a housefly. The king 
grunted in pain as he skidded to a halt on the blasted ground. John 
twisted back toward Link, who had enough time to roll away from the 
wall, leaving a bomb behind for their opponent. The explosion made 
John's legs swing wildly even as his head seemed to remain perfectly 
in place. He swung around and went flying at the nearest thing to 
him, which happened to be Chell. Thinking fast, the test subject shot 



a portal at her feet, as John flew right past her and smacked into a 
wall . 


Gordon's crowbar smacked into the back of his neck, a blow that 
could've been fatal for any normal enemy. But as they were once again 
reminded, their enemy was beyond strong. It seemed there was nothing 
thatcould defeat him, as he swivveled and smacked Gordon 
backward . 

"Why can you not just be happy soul bro?!" John cried out at he 
advanced further on Gordon, ready to deliver the finishing blow with 
his 'bear' hands. Gordon flinched slightly. 

Despite the bearded, bespectabled scientist's replacement in his own 
story, the alert of 'Anticitizen 1' had still spread around City 17, 
throughout the Combine's forces. The Free Man was still top priority. 
So, the mind of a nearby Combine sniper started to race with the idea 
as he spotted the orange suit of the free man, amidst some rubble and 
surrounding by incredibly strange beings. Thinking nothing of it, he 
knelt down and alligned himself up with the scientist's head, intent 
to finish him in one shot while he was distracted with his fictitious 
brother . 

John saw it. He spotted the glint of the sunlight off the barrel of 
the sniper rifle on the roof over yonder. His heart pounded as he got 
fraid for the first time. He could see the rifle was aiming for his 
brother, a one shot kill no doubt. But his brother had been tricked 
by Combines! What could he do?! His mind argued the point back and 
forth as his time grew short, and he decided on his 
action . 

BANG! 

The sniper rifle shouted as it spat It's bullet toward it's unaware 
target. Moving fast, John flew into Gordon and knocked him out of the 
way, as the bullet missed his brother, but instead connected with his 
chest, piercing him straight through with a spatter of blood. 
Clutching his body, John stood and fall. His breath got slower and 
slower as he looked up at his brother, who now knelt behind 
him . 

Gordon felta€ 1 odd. He didn't know this man. This man had never been 
in his life before. He was not his born brother. He did not matter to 
hima€ 1 so, now that their sworn enemy was lying dying before him, why 
did he suddenly feel somewhata€ 1 sad? 

"Broa€ 1 " John coughed as he looked up to him, formign a wry smile on 
his lips. "Orchestrator made me tricked broa€ 1 I'm sorrya€ 1 " he 
managed, each breath clearly becoming harder for him. Gordon couldn't 
bring himself to comfart him, but he nodded slightly, wondering if 
that would cause some form of easy death. It seemed too, as John 
returned his nod. 

"Save humensa€ 1 and Henry Freemana€ 1 " he said once more as his breath 
finally stopped and died, but he had smiles on face. Gordon let him 
slump onto the ground as a strange black aura suddenly surrounded 
him, flowing like black ink around the body. The body began to 
evaporate into the black flowing ink, rising up into the sky and 
flying into a crack in the sky. The crack in the world of fiction. 

The inky substance blotted around the crack as it was sucked out of 



the world of fiction, until it was finally all gone, vanishing into 
the crack forever more. 


Gordon drew back to his feet and breathed a slight sigh of relief. 
Their first opponent had been tough and stalwart, but finally, 
somehow, he had died. His allies looked over the scenario with 
various looks, mostly of confusion. 

"Hang ona€ 1 " Harry was the first to finally speak up. "All those 
attacks didn't kill hima€ 1 so why did that one bullet kill him? " 
No-one knew the answer as they thought it over. 

"Heroica€l sacrifice." echoed afamiliar croaky voice, as the scene 
around them slowly began to grey, the G-man stepping forth from the 
darkess in the middle of the group. He adjusted his tie slightly. 
"One of the few, thingsa€ 1 that can kill a being ofa€ 1 altered 
fiction. Is to give, their, own lifea€l it is unusually 
common . " 

"Weirda€ 1 " Sonic commented, scratching his spines in confusion. 
"Least we dealt with hima€ 1 " The group could at least agree on that, 
as they turned back to the G-Man. 

"You have done, quite wella€l but there are many more aheada€ 1 and 
the, cracksa€ 1 they grow only wider." 


End 
f ile . 



